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Blurb


Cameron thinks he has it all. Beautiful girlfriend, idyllic life, living in an upstate London apartment.
But when that girlfriend breaks up with him, he delves into existential turmoil.
A turmoil that nothing can shake him out of.
At least, nothing he expected.

A heartwarming tale by S. H. Miah. A story of finding faith amidst the woes of an existential crisis.






Path of a Prophet

A Short Story of Finding Faith


When Cameron looks back, he would say it was a miracle that he was broken up with outside Harring Mosque with its curved roof like the sides of the sun, and elegant towers rising as if touching the heavens. 
The woman in question that broke up with him was the love of his life, Vera. Vera stumbled into his life seven years ago, at a random motel with mould in every corner and strange noises coming from the forest nearby. Cameron was staying there whilst hiking in Canada at the Banff National Park. Vera was hiking, too, though Cameron didn’t see her until they bumped into each other in one of the corridors, the smell of mould intoxicated with the heat of attraction. 
Turned out their rooms were neighbours. A few nights later, Vera stopped renting her room and shacked in with Cameron for the rest of the hike, and their relationship started chugging along its idyllic road.
Cameron’s life, from then on, was a whirlwind that he can barely remember. Everything just meshed into one film that, when played out, showed fun and laughter and happiness. But for the life of him, Cameron just couldn’t find where those moments were, the specific images of the highs of life he lived for. He searched through the archives of his mind, through the shelves spanning his memory from top to bottom, but nothing met him. 
Not one ounce of the happiness he supposedly shared with his girlfriend.
Perhaps Vera held that same problem in her own mind, which was what prompted her to break up with him in the first place. Perhaps she, too, stared back into the abyss of a relationship and realised the last seven years of her life amounted to, for the most part, nothing.
Their relationship was a happy one, though. Cameron remembers that. Happy with the prospects of their futures lining up in front of them. Every issue was like a set of bowling pins, with Cameron and Vera throwing strikes every time. Knocking each hurdle down whenever they came, regardless of its height and width.
But then, something changed, altered the swing of their relationship to such a degree that Vera felt it necessary to extricate herself from the man she’d loved—at least in Cameron’s eyes.
And she decided to do it in the middle of a random street, Janning Street as Cameron later found out, and of all places she chose the outside of a mosque near sunset, where the yellow glare of the sky beamed down on them as if knowing how Cameron’s life was about to be uprooted from its foundations.
Of course, Cameron became very familiar with the mosque later on, not a random fixture in his life any longer. But back then, he was focussed on Vera, on the anger and tears in her eyes, on the redness of her smooth, pale cheeks, on the film of hatred that was directed right at Cameron, a hatred that Cameron, for the life of him, just couldn’t understand.
Cameron remembers their walk through the cobbled roads of Brick Lane, a hotspot for different Indian dining restaurants that featured more curry than an ocean had water. Cameron didn’t like the curries—though the taste was savoury and beautiful, they bit at his stomach and caused the churn to feel worse than just swallowing the chilli whole.
But he’d learned early on in life, given the state of his mother who’d been diagnosed with cancer throughout his teenagehood, that sometimes it was required to place oneself in harm’s way for the happiness of others.
And that day certainly presented a rough Nihari curry that was singeing his stomach acid as he and Vera, with their stomachs full, made their way onto the cherry-coloured brick roads and back onto the upstate streets of Aldgate, where their one bedroom apartment was located.
Janning Street was to their right, the thin spires of lampposts reflecting yellow hues onto their skin. Vera, for a reason unbeknownst to Cameron even now, veered over to that direction. Her rose tinted perfume left an intoxicating trail behind her that Cameron duly followed.
The street was well paved, stone slabs waiting in acceptance of their steps. The yellow hues blended with the sunset, and Cameron's fingers flitted to his pocket. 
A box was within, with a ring inside that. Diamond, sparkling with love when Cameron had picked it out. It spoke to his soul of a future life together, with children and glowing happiness that never dimmed like the twinkle of the jewel itself.
Cameron was planning to wait until they got back to the apartment. They'd relax on the sofa since they preferred sleeping a little later in the night. And then Cameron would propose, down on one knee with that sparkling gem, cementing their lives intertwining through every existence in existence.
Of course, life never worked out the way you wanted. And Cameron was no stranger to that fact. His life was steeped in it, after all.
Harring Mosque was up ahead, though at that time Cameron didn't know the name. Its dome peeked onto the scene of Vera walking side by side with Cameron. Cameron felt the air comfort his skin, the cold powerless against the warmth of Vera by his side.
And then, all of a sudden, as if some ghoul had appeared before them, Vera stopped in her tracks. Then she turned. And then Cameron saw those emotions in her eyes.
Hatred, remorse, forlorn. A sliver of teardrops in those orbs.
And Cameron's heart was hit with a bullet of shock. What's wrong? he wished to say. The air turned almost grey, buildings blacked out in the periphery of his vision.
"I don't think we can continue," Vera said, gaze averted to the concrete below.
"What do you mean?" Cameron felt as if the earth was swallowing him up as his relationship turned to a sinkhole. "What's that supposed to mean?"
Vera merely stared at him, the lamppost above then casting a cherry shade onto her features. “I just don’t feel fulfilled anymore,” she said. “I feel like we’re…not meant to be for each other. And I’ve felt that way for a while.”
Now, when Cameron thinks back, he can see the instances of her feeling such a way, and realises that the cracks in their relationship were real and wide. And for some reason, to him, invisible at the time.
But back then, his reason was strained by heartbreak, and his view of reality was skewed. 
“No, that's not true,” Cameron had said, staring at his girlfriend’s face, the girl he wished to be his wife. As if for comfort, his hand crept into his pocket and he fingered that box once more, the box that held the wedding ring. “I…how can you say that?”
“See, even now,” Vera said, averting her gaze once more to the pavement. “Even now you’re too clingy for me, you keep trying to see things that aren’t there. I don’t know how to tell you, Cameron. There’ll always be a special place in my heart for you, God knows there will. But…you’re not the one for me, and that’s better for the both of us.”
Cameron clenched his fist around the box whilst keeping this expression neutral, but he could do nothing to stop the tears pricking at his vision.
“But…what about the apartment?” Cameron said. “Are we just going to go back and pretend not to live with each other?”
“I’ve already packed my bags,” Vera said. “I’ve been packing them for weeks. But then…then I decided to come on one last date and see if the feelings were still there. Or if they’d vanished.”
“And you made your decision,” Cameron said. It was a statement, not a question.
“I’ll go back to the apartment, pack a few last things,” Vera said. “I’m taking a cab to my sister’s house, and from there I’ll make my own way in life.”
“Please,” Cameron said, but he didn’t know what he was wishing for. Did he want her to return to him, and live out the rest of his days with a woman that never wished to be with him in the first place?
Did he want to trap himself within that relationship?
Cameron didn’t know, but he didn’t get the chance to choose, either.
As Vera then stepped out from beneath the cherry lighting, gave Cameron a small kiss on the cheek—as if one last memory—and then walked to the other end of the road.
Cameron watched her, followed her, with his gaze. But he felt like a stalker, watching over someone that was no longer his.
His gaze averted to the mosque that was beside them, and he stared at the dome at the top, and then to the two towers reaching into the sky beside it. The sun was an orange tinge now, as it dipped below the horizon.
Cameron had imagined him and Vera like those two towers. No matter what the weather would bring, they would brave the storms of marriage together and survive strong, together like the towers.
But that plan was never going to materialise, and Cameron sighed, dropped his gaze to the entrance of the mosque, and saw an old man staring at him from the top of the small set of steps leading to the front entrance. He held a cane in his hand, and more wrinkles than a beach fashioned his face.
Cameron looked away from him, then turned to walk to the end of the road and back to his apartment. But Vera would be there, and Cameron didn’t feel like facing her again after the rejection, after his entire life had been thrown back in his face.
“My son, do not leave,” the man said, his voice croaky and in an accent that Cameron couldn’t identify.
Cameron turned and faced the man, then realised the man was wearing a little gown, like a long t-shirt, that reached down to his mid shins. Thick trousers flowed beneath that, and the man’s sandals looked as if constructed from real leather.
Cameron sighed. 
“How can I help you?” Cameron said. His voice was croakier than the old man’s, and he coughed to clear the lump in his throat. “Do you need anything?”
The man merely stalked to him, then stepped under the cherry lighting of the lamppost. “Why do you not come inside?” the man said. He had grey eyes, inquisitive and stark, and the wisps of his large beard seemed to be reaching out to Cameron. “I do not need your help, though I am an old man. But you—you need help. I can see.”
Cameron glanced at the man, at those grey eyes. Then, for a reason he couldn’t fathom, Cameron glanced away, down to the grey pavement. A less piercing grey, a less offensive grey, a grey that wasn’t trying to pry into his life.
“It’s okay,” Cameron said.
“You are not okay,” the man said. He pointed his cane at the other end of the street. “I saw what that woman did. You wish to be with her, no?”
The shock reverberating through Cameron could not be exaggerated. But he tried to keep his emotions in check. “I did. How did you know?”
“An old man can see these things.” The man then pointed, again with his cane, to the mosque. “There is space inside. We can sit, talk. Why not?”
Cameron considered the question, ‘Why not?’ Vera would be at the apartment, and facing her again would present the opportunity for a second rejection. And Vera was a stubborn woman even at the best of times.
Cameron had no chance
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